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deference as if each of them had been her father. They all set out together
for Africa, but lost Monica on the road, who fell sick and died at Ostia,
where they were to embark. Before her illness, conversing there with her
son Austin concerning eternal happiness and the contempt of this world,
she said to him, " Son, there is nothing now in this life that affords me
any delight. What have I to do here any longer, or why I am here, I
know not; all my hopes in this world being now at an end. The only
thing for which I desired to live was that I might see you a Catholic and
child of heaven. God has done much more in that I see you now despising
all earthly felicity and entirely devoted to his service. What further
business then have I here? " Another day, entertaining herself with her
friends in the same place, she spoke so well on the happiness of death
as much surprised them; and being asked if she was not afraid to be
buried in a place so far from her country, she answered, " Nothing is far
off from God. Neither do I need to fear that God will not find my body
to raise it with the rest." Five days after this she was seized with a fever;
and one day, being worse than ordinary, she swooned away, and was for
a little while insensible.1 Her two sons ran to her. When she came to
herself, awaking as it were out of a profound sleep, she said to them,
" Here you shall bury your mother." Austin stood silent; Navigius
wished that she might not die abroad, but in her own country; but she,
checking him with her eyes, said to them, " Lay this body anywhere;
be not concerned about that. The only thing I ask of you both is, that
you make remembrance of me at the altar of the Lord wheresoever you
are." Her distemper growing stronger upon her, she suffered much;
and on the ninth day of her illness, in the fifty-sixth year of her age and
of our Lord 387, that religious and pious soul was loosed from the body.
St Austin, who was then thirty-three years of age, closed her eyes and,
though his grief was extreme, restrained his tears and those of his son,
Adeodatus, thinking that weeping did not become the funeral of her who
neither died miserably nor at all as to her principal and better part. The
corpse was carried to the church, and when it was set down by the grave,
according to the custom of the place, the sacrifice of our ransom was
offered for her. St Austin had hitherto held in his tears; but calling to
mind, when alone, her holy and pious conversation towards God, and her
tender and affectionate love and care of her children, of which she was
so suddenly deprived, he gave free scope to his tears. He adds: " If
anyone think it a sin that I wept for my mother some small part of an hour;
and a mother who many years had wept for me that I might live to thy
eyes, O Lord; let him not deride me for it; but rather, if his charity be
great, let him weep also for my sins before thee." He prays for her in
his confessions, and beseeches God to inspire all who shall read his book

1 St Aug. Conl lib. ix. c. n, 12, 13.